Alchahola 
Weed and gooned 
3 screen splits
Tablets and tunes
Blown out speakers
Moan buzz away
Fermented piss 
In a stash hidden away 
To now on display 
Shining through light rays 
Of the the morning shade 
Booty licking summer switchin 
Tiny timy tunez are grazin 
Earlobes shaking in a basement 
By the garden of your neighboors adjecent 
This is modern city life 
To cubisize every thought or sign 
From the ink you stained 
On some agreement you had 
That in 3 more years 
You'd still have a job and/or dad 
Do we ever make room for the random 
Or do we try to push it back 
Like we have any control at all
Its best crucify the innocent 
Than to damnafy the guilty 
When its all geared toward imfamy 
The innocent becomes a figment
We all have a piece to chew
On the boiling molt of insanity  

 
